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village, not far from Surat in the province of Gujarat.
Here the experiment of satyagraha had been sucessfully
tried. The peasants had revolted against the government
and refused to pay the tax. Their lands had been con-
fiscated by the government, but later they were returned
without the tax being paid. Satyagraha had triumphed.
Bardoli was, therefore, a national landmark. One re-
membered the struggles of the past, the sacrifices of its
people, the victories which followed and their signifi-
cance.
There were only two houses of any consequence in
Bardoli. One was a ginning factory, the out-building of
which was my resting place for the night. The other
was the ashram across the way. It was "the house of
rest" in which Gandhi stayed.
These were not houses really. They were little shacks
with thin walls and a roof, half brick, half mud and
straw. They had crude wooden doors and there were
iron bars in the windows. By standards of village-India
they were called "houses," for other forms of habitation
were just mud huts.
Things moved slowly in this part of the world. Time
had little significance for the people. One didn't speak
of the hours of the day but of sunrise, morning, midday,
afternoon, sunset and then nighf.
Money had a distorted value. The thirty dollars I
had in my pocket made me feel disgustingly rich. In
Bardoli the people had celebrated the fixing of a mini-
mum wage at a dime a day, because it only cost four
cents a day to live and they had never earned as much
as a dime a day before. As I lighted a cigarette from
my tin of Craven "A" I knew I was smoking away the
equivalent of someone's meal.